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a faint murmuring in her conscience, a murmuring she spoke of at
times as her 'Socialism3. She squared this murmuring with her
continued intense enjoyment of her new life by explaining to her-
self that people were given these magnificent homes and famous
and entrancing gardens and scores of servants and gardeners and
airy lovely rooms with luminous views of delicately sunlit coast-
lines, so that they might lead beautiful exemplary lives that would
enrich the whole world. For the dresses and furnishings, the graces
and harmonies of life at Gasa Terragena were finally reflected in
beauty and better living all down the social scale. No Socialist
State, she was sure, with everything equal and c divided up' could
create and maintain such a garden as hers, such a tradition of
gardening. That was why she was not a political socialist. Because
she had to be a custodian of beauty and the finer life. That had
been her apology for her happiness, and it was the underlying
motive in her discontent and in her sense of something wanting,
that their life was not sustaining her apology. They had been
given the best of everything and they were not even producing the
best of themselves. They were living without quality.
That was it, they had been living without quality.
Tennis, she reflected, by day and bridge by night.
He was not living like an aristocrat, he was living like a
suburban clerk in the seventh heaven of suburbanism.
He was doing so and yet he didn't want to do so. He was in
some way hypnotised against his secret craving to do the finest
and best with himself. And he was trying to find a way of release
to be the man, the leader, the masterful figure in human affairs
she surely believed he might be.
How to help him as he deserved to be helped, when one was
clever and understanding perhaps but not very capable, not very
brilliant, and when one was so easily fatigued. How to help him
now particularly when one was invaded and half submerged by
the needs of another life?
That was a strand of thought familiar now to Mrs. Rylands and
it twisted its way slowly through her clear unhurrying mind for
the tenth time perhaps or the twentieth time, with little variations
due to the overnight talk and with an extension now from Philip
to a score of great nouses she had visited in England and wonderful
dances and assemblies where she had seen so many other men
and women after his type, so expensive, so free and so materially